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Dude Looks Like A Lady 


Author's Notes: 

Inspired by one of my favorite band trivia facts of all time. That "Dude Looks Like A Lady" was written about 
Vince Neil from Motley Crue. Also, this drabble hit me out of NOWHERE. | have never slashed Motley before, 
but for some reason, this seemed to fit. Like, fucking perfectly. | also listened to Dude Looks Like A Lady the 


entire time | wrote this. Hehe. Poor Vince. 


Additional Note: This is the unedited version for the moment. I\'m sure I\'ll be making several edits to it as 
time goes on and refreshing it. Sorry about the roughness of it. 


"| still can't fucking believe that he would fucking dare-" 
"I know, | know. You'd said it a hundred fucking times already. Shut up about it!" 
Vince glared at Nikki. "I do not look like a fucking chick!" 


Knowing it would irritate Vince even more, Nikki started to hum the opening. 


"Shut the fuck up Nikkil!" 


Nikki snickered and stared at Vince as his cheeks turned a darker red. "Not a fucking chance. He has you 
pegged!" He decided to rub more salt into the wound. "And to top it all off, the song is fucking catchy. People 
will be singing it forever." 


Vince groaned and settled into the back seat of the limo, looking at Nikki stretched out on the other couch. 


"Yeah..fuck!" He swore, throwing an arm over his face. 


Something was off. Vince was really upset. About something. Nikki frowned and put up the divider between 
them and the driver. "So what's really bothering you?" 


Nikki narrowed his eyes when Vince didn't answer. "Tell me what's wrong or I'll start singing the damn song." 
Huffing, he shuffled over to the back couch and climbed on top of Vince, sitting on his stomach. "Tell me." 


"Fuck off" Vince mumbled, his arm still over his eyes, stretching his t-shirt tight over his chest. 
He poked Vince in the stomach, hard. "Fucking tell me already." Nikki ordered. 


Vince shifted uncomfortably under Nikki, shifting his arm to look up at him. "Fuck off" He forced out again, 


covering his eyes with his arm. 


Surprised at how upset Vince looked, and how his singer refused to look at him, Nikki decided to try a different 
tactic. "Are you mad at me or the fucking idiots of Aerosmith?" 


"The fuck are you mad at me for?!" Nikki growled, grabbing Vince's arms and pinning them to the side of his 
head, leaning closer to him. "Fucking look at me!" Brown eyes finally looked up at him and glared. "Why are you 


mad at me you fuck!" 


Sitting up, he pushed Nikki off of him and onto the floor of the limo. "Because you think | look like a fucking 
lady you dick!" 


Nikki sat up, watching Vince as he glared angrily and started laughing. "You think -l- think you look like a lady?" 
He laughed harder. He climbed back up onto the opposite seat and watched Vince cross his arms, still glaring at 


him. 


"Would you stop fucking laugh-gah!" 


He reached out and yanked Vince into his lap. Nikki forced Vince's legs to either side of his, spreading his legs 
and forcing his tight ass back against him. "Not a fucking chance." He purred out, his hands reaching around 


Vince to rub at the front of the white leather. 


"Aaaah!" Vince fought down the moan that escaped, shivering as he leaned back against Nikki. His legs were 
forced wide and his cock was already starting to respond. "N-Nikki-" 


"No." Nikki growled, his hands undoing the button and zipper on Vince's pants, pulling his cock out. "You listen 
He started to stroke Vince slowly, feeling him respond and harden almost instantly. "Whatever the fuck you 
look like, you know | don't give a flying fuck" Nikki punctuated his words with a squeeze of his cock 


Vince moaned, his head tilting back to rest against Nikki's shoulder, his hips moving against his will. "A- 
ahhh...Nikki..” 


| care about this. The sound of you moaning. My name falling from your lips as you beg for more.” Nikki 
purred out, stroking Vince harder and faster. 


He arched, pressing back against the hard cock he could feel. "A-ahhh..N-Nikki. Please. Fuck." 


Nikki gave a throaty chuckle, leaning closer, nuzzling Vince's neck. "| don't care what you look like like Vince. | 
know-" He punctuated his statement with another squeeze, enjoying the moan he got. "I know you're a man. And 
you belong to me." Nikki growled out. 


Vince whined and bucked up and into Nikki's hands, his stomach tightening at the possessive growl. He was so 


close. "Nikki, more, fuck, | need it." 
"I know you do. | like that you beg for me." A harsh bite to tanned skin accompanied the statement, savoring 
the gasp and strangled moan that escaped Vince. "Now you're going to scream for me." Nikki ordered, one of 


his long fingers diving into Vince's pants, pressing against his entrance, teasing him further. 


That one touch was enough to drive him over the edge. Choking on a scream, Vince arched back against Nikki, 


grinding against his cock as he exploded all over himself. 


Nikki savored the sight, smirking as he pulled his hand away. He leaned closer and purred against Vince's neck. 
"Not one more word of this bull-fucking-shit feeling sorry for yourself. Understood?" 


Vince nodded, looking up at Nikki. 


"Good" A smirk curled his lips. "Now. On your knees.” 


